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But I, of evil lures aware, Beheld in her a subtle snare, Designed to do me deadly harm, Disguised by Mara's treachery ! Such bonds have lost their bold on me, They chain him not whose mind is free.
XXXI
A NEW MAN
(Ibid., 4J5.)
HAPPY I in freedom blithe !
Three crooked things I've laid aside ; The plough, the hoe, the heavy scythe :
There they lie : there let them bide ! The strenuous life of meditation free,
This is the life henceforth for me!
XXXII
A NEW WOMAN (Thorlgfitlifi, 11.)
HAPPY freedom !   Liberated bride !
To bondage never to return ! Three crooked things are laid aside
My mortar, and my butter-churn; Aye, and my crooked hunchback lord : Freedom from birth and death's assured